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Eleven 


This is Dek Unu Magazine. In Esperanto, dek unu means "eleven." Eleven 
images from a single artist. Eleven artists in eleven solo issues in each 
publication year. Dek Unu publishes the work of a new artist-photographer in 
each issue. The artist's work and words are featured alone and in individual 
focus as the sole purpose for each issue of the magazine. Unlike other arts 
and letters magazines which might look for work from a variety of artists to 
support an editorial staff's theme, at Dek Unu, theme and imagery are always 
each artist's own. 


This Month 


Photographer and writer Mary Salen describes her art and this series 
poetically: 


"Beginning a new project is like circling a walled city with a grappling 
hook and deciding where to enter. Always, before | let loose my hook, 
before the camera or the pen, | reflect on Ernest Hemingway, who tells 
us, ‘All you have to do is write one true sentence. Write the truest 
sentence that you know.' 


And | snap that picture." 


This remarkable project tells a true story. It is a story of childhood trauma 
and the artist’s understanding of the superstition, misogyny, bullying, and 
bigotry of the institutions and the individuals who traumatize girls and 
women. It is about male supremacy, Catholicism, hypocrisy, sexual 
violence, and the formal and informal ways in which society justifies and 
enforces social and political inequality. It is about an America in which the 
nation's highest authority bases its decisions about essential human rights 
on a Sliver of right-wing ideology and fundamentalist Christian mythology. It 
is also about speaking out. 


In images and words, Mary Salen says it clearly. To anyone who thinks her 
story is hard to hear, true stories often are. To anyone who thinks that true 
stories should be silenced, a big part of this story is you. 
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The Biggest Crime of All Is This: It Worked 


My mother was unconscious and bleeding to death the night | was born. The doctor ran to the 
waiting room to ask my father for permission to remove her uterus. 


My father asked, “Is her uterus still capable of supporting a baby?” 

The doctor, his friend from church, assured him it would not be birth control, and so her life was spared. 
This terrible story was told with pride over and over again throughout my life — by my mother. 

This to me was incomprehensible. 

What black magic had divided them in their moment of most serious intimacy? What lie had turned 
their allegiance away from each other? What else must my father have believed about my mother to 
form that question? What delusion had made her invisible to them both? 

| needed to know. After all, | have a uterus. 

| have spent a lifetime searching for those answers. And as a survivor of the Catholic Church's sex 
trafficking, |, myself have embodied the silence and obedience ordained by the men who run it. This 
has harmed me greatly throughout my life, but it has also provided an extra lens through which to 
recognize the deception that underpins any system founded on inequality, and the inevitable abuse 
that follows. 


But take heart! | have found the answers and the remedy. My story has a frightening, dark beginning, 
but come along with me, take my hand, and | will show you something beautiful. 
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“We, the members of this grand jury, need you to hear this. ... There have been other reports about child sex 
abuse within the Catholic Church. But never on this scale. For many of us, those earlier stories happened 
someplace else, someplace away. Now we know the truth: it happened everywhere. ... We heard the 
testimony of dozens of witnesses concerning clergy sex abuse. We subpoenaed, and reviewed, half a million 
pages of internal diocesan documents. They contained credible allegations against over three hundred 
predator priests. Over one thousand child victims were identifiable, from the church's own records. We believe 
that the real number — of children whose records were lost, or who were afraid ever to come forward — is in 
the thousands. .. 


Some were teens; many were prepubescent. Some were manipulated with alcohol or pornography. Some 
were made to masturbate their assailants or were groped by them. Some were raped orally, some vaginally, 
some anally. But all of them were brushed aside, in every part of the state, by church leaders who preferred to 
protect the abusers and their institution above all. 


As a consequence of the coverup, almost every instance of abuse we found is too old to be 


prosecuted. But that is not to say there are no more predators.” 
-Office of the Attorney General of Pennsylvania, 2018 


Cool Water 


in a solemn speckled forest 

a plumbless well 

sounds echo 

quirky dark and foreign 
unlike every other birdcall 
from any tree in any wood 
and | am a thirsty crow 

with a beak that knows 
plumbless 

is no kind of permanent thing 
once | throw in every stone 
pulled out from under every root 


and topple trees 

raze whole ancient forests 
hack them all and hurl them in 
every pebble too all buried bones 
all grains all shells all worms 

| will drop them in and listen 
and with every great and small 
kerplunking 

| will know deep water is rising 
and will spill out unstoppable 
as any other natural spring 

oh! the drink 

oh! the poem 


She Shall Be Silent 


| was the strange girl and | put my back into it 

of the second grade | pushed 

| felt beauty in the sky and arched my neck and shoulders 
and waves of ecstasy practiced how to lean 

when sunlight touched my skin and tilt my head 

when | prayed to Jesus | closed my eyes _ learned when to hold my breath 
and for Him | opened wide (how could He make me gag who 
awash in beautiful panic takes away my sins?) 

like First Communion love was all there was 

like permanent truth in me 

| was the Magdalene love like Saint Sebastian 

with magnificent purpose love like Paul thrown from his horse 
| was she in the desert and blinded 

and at the cross and at the tomb and in my mystic moment | was 
when all others fled pristine 

| begged out loud for Jesus a girl of perfect grace 

with the passion of a martyr with flowing naiad arms 

on my tongue and beautiful 

and gently and with intent beautiful 

| felt my eyes roll back in thought and deed 

deep into my head with only exaltation in my mouth 


even when they were taking Polaroids. 


ACS 


Sword and Lens 


Let a woman learn in silence with all submissiveness. | permit no 
woman to teach or to have authority over men: she is to keep silent. 


1 Timothy, 2:11-12 


The Grand Jury report describes a system that organized the protection of the powerful, and the abject 
subjugation and availability of the weakest. From that vantage point, the insidious patterns and practices of 
submission and silence became etched in me. So, of course, as | grew into my womanhood, | saw them 
again — in an ancient patriarchy organized and mobilized against my kind, even in my own democracy. 


| defy every power that would shield the abuse of children, refute female agency and equality, deny our role 
in creation and our core place in the universe. | reject all those who would call me a rib, order my daughter's 
silence, require our subservience, or deny any person's natural rights. 


If you are not for equality, you are for inequality. 
It is time to understand that, and act. 


The worst enemy women have is in the pulpit. -Susan B. Anthony 


Smoke and Mirrors 


| was an exchange student when | was sixteen and lived in a small town in Brazil. One day, | went swimming 
with a friend at a secluded waterfall far from town down a long dirt road that wound deep into the hills. 


We heard strange, off-key singing and a rumbling sound approaching, and scrambled up from the water 
to the road. 


There, a hulking pair of golden oxen came, swaying to the droning monotone and kicking up orange clouds 
of dust with every heavy step. Long white horns curved from their heads to nearly span the road and their 
golden muscles rippled like electric charges beneath their glistening skin. 


When they stopped beside me, | saw the little wooden yoke that held them, and a scrawny boy with dirty 
feet and a switch in his hand who followed behind them singing. He laughed when he saw me staring at 
those unbelievable beasts. 


“It's a good thing they can’t turn their heads,” he said. “They'd see how big they are.” 


Boudicca Bloodstream 


I've got my feel 

I've got my steel 

I've got my body: that knows 
the Celtic hoard 

the big broadsword 
underneath my clothes 


Sixteen and in the Garden 


Two o'clock, in the quiet of the Botanical Garden in Rio de Janeiro, | stood alone at the base of a small hill while my friend 
started to the top so | could take her picture. 


2:00:05 — | was thrown backward into the woods and a granite weight landed hard upon me. | was confused and winded, 
and | shoved against what seemed a crushing slab — then recognized the guard uniform and the young man from 
the gate. | ordered him to let me go. He laughed and grabbed my breast, which had fallen out of my dress, and kicked 
my legs apart. He fumbled with his pants and tried to kiss me then said | should be quiet and reached up under my 
dress to push my underwear aside — 

2:00:19 — His penis pressed the outside of my vagina. 

2:00:20 — My friend, who had turned back and couldn't find me, called my name. The guard startled to the nearby 
voice, and | escaped and ran away. | could hear his laughter from the woods as | realized: 

2:00:21 — | was ovulating 


:22 — | was in a country with no abortion rights When we reached the gate, he was there, still laughing, pointing me 
:23 — | was headed home to a Catholic family out to another young guard. | felt like a child again, unprotected by 
who would force pregnancy upon me design. | felt powerless. Then | remembered my camera. | pulled it 
:24 —| would be in a Catholic school where no from my bag and advanced the film, then handed it to my friend as 
nurse would help me she begged me to walk away. | defied that man the only way | could. 
:25 —| would be shamed, called dirty and a liar | stared at him. | stared at the man who dared to touch me, dared to 
:26 — | would be labeled a slut forever feel entitled to my body and to the eggs | was born with. | stared at 
‘27 — He would face no penalty at all and brag that == him until he stopped smiling. Then | told my friend to snap the 
he had had me picture. ae a 
:28 — I'd have his stretch marks i 
:29 — And his baby Now I'm staring at you, Amy Coney Barrett. 


:30 — No boy would ever date me 

:31 —| would never go to college 

:32 — | would face financial ruin I'm staring at you, Clarence Thomas. 

:33 - if my friend would not have called my name - 
2:01:00 — “Don't worry,” she said, hugging me as | pulled 
leaves out of my hair. “I won't tell anyone.” I'm staring at you, Neil Gorsuch. 


I'm staring at you, Samuel Alito. 


I'm staring at you, Brett Kavanaugh. 


SUPREMACY 


A Hand Mirror 


| am equal to my brother 
that is true. 

of course: 

God 

Jesus 

the Holy Spirit 

the Blessed Mother 

the Pope 

his encyclicals 

his proclamations 

the Archangels 

the Bible 

the Devil 

the Ecumenical Councils 
the priests 

the bishops 

the saints 


the cardinals 

the divine mysteries 

the sacraments 

the cherubim 

the twelve Apostles 

the doctrines of faith and morals 
all the heavenly hosts 
and choirs of angels 

all prayers 

and the entire Catechism 
are wrong 

they are wrong 

they are all wrong 


woman you are the universe! 
see yourself! 
here's a hand mirror 


| Go Before You Always 


| once lived in a distant land among people who believed in a goddess of the ocean. She was a goddess they could 
touch and swim in. She fed their families every day and brought their fishermen home. 


| stood among them on a crowded beach one evening as the people sang and danced and pushed small homemade 
boats into to sea. Tottering and rocking out beyond the waves they went like a hundred happy cradles, each with a 
flickering candle and offerings of perfume, rum, and flower bunches. Up and down the moonlit beach were rejoicing, 
grateful people. And among those many thousand eyes, my two alone saw water. 


The next day | walked all by myself far out onto the end of a stone jetty to stare down into the ocean and try to see 
it with their eyes. And when | looked, right there She was, voluptuous, bitter water, wet with life, and moving in moon 
rhythms. The foam edges of Her curving waves shrugged against the stones, again, and again, and again, and again, 
easing them into Her shape. 


| saw Her there spread wantonly to the vast horizon. And in her beauty, | saw She was no goddess. She was water. 


Composite image credit: NASA, ESA, CSA, and STScl 


True Love 


my reverence curtsies sweetly 
to DNA 

and sound waves 

electricity 

and solar systems everywhere 
but my sacristy 

my temple 

is the periodic table 

and the binding strong force love 
incarnate there 

| light candles 

of devotion 

sing wild hymns of exaltation 
to the simple 

true erotica 

of air 

to the pull of great attraction 
that gives all 

of creation 

to creation 

then fashioned for me fingers 
let's me breathe air 

and touch 

water 

to my lips 


amen 


fad 


True Beauty 
Do you see 


Her 
Now? 


Go and sin no more. 


Artist Interview - Mary Salen 


There's light at the end of the tunnel, but the roots of this 
project are in your rather dark Catholic youth. 


I was born into a strict Irish Catholic family in a small town 
just outside Philadelphia where I attended Catholic school. I 
remember being very young, maybe first or second grade, 
standing in the playground and feeling the afternoon sunlight 
on me. It stopped me in my tracks, as it often did. I would just 
stand there with my eyes closed feeling it, overwhelmed by the 


Mary Salen 


beautiful sensation that covered me and somehow pulled me 
in, making me part of it. I quickly noticed the other kids were 
just playing. None of my classmates were unseated by the 
sunshine the way I was, and I believed I was being called by 
God to be a priest in just the way they spoke about it in religion 
class. I hurried to the rectory and knocked on the door. When 
the priest answered, I said I could feel love in the sunshine and 
was being called by God to be a priest. I asked him if I could be 
an altar boy. He shook his head, laughing so hard that he had 
to put his beer down. 


The magnificent thing I was feeling was foreign to him and 
was not at all what he was about. 


When I got home, I told my mother what had happened and 
how desperately sad it had made me. She labeled me a 
troublemaker and scolded me for having the nerve to ask a 
priest such a disrespectful thing. 


A complete mismatch with the Church, but there was a 
lot more turmoil as well, right? 


I had bouts of extreme anxiety as a child and trouble 
controlling my emotional responses. I would have episodes 
when my body would inexplicably tremble and shake so 
much Id be unable to walk and go to school. On other days, 
I'd play hooky from kindergarten, missing the bus on purpose 
so often my mother once hailed a police car and had the 
officer put me in back and deliver me to school. These strange 
behaviors, along with many others, were indicia of the sexual 
abuse I had been experiencing, and the memory of which I 
had hidden in a padlocked room in my mind to perpetuate 
the delusion that I was all right. I finally found a creative way 
to escape it all at the age of sixteen, when I became the 
youngest exchange student in Rotary Club history. Two days 
after my sixteenth birthday, I landed in Brazil, where I would 
spend my Junior year, and I loved it there. 


What was so different about Brazil? 


The new place held an entirely different feeling for me. I 
could suddenly let my guard down there and keep my mental 
footing easily. The mysterious and perpetual churning 
undercurrent of my buried memories was not present there, 
and I soon forgot the confusing undertow and was free. I 
ended up returning to Brazil after my senior year in high 
school and remained there joyfully for years. 


Escape must have been a big part of the difference! Brazil 
is one of the largest Roman Catholic countries in the world. 


In Brazil, I attended an all-girls Catholic school run by nuns. 
They had a dormitory for boarders but most were day-girls like 
me. I spoke no Portuguese at all when I arrived, aside from the 
niceties, and I didn’t understand anything in class — which I 
hated. I decided my speed-learning method would be doing 
every bit of homework, and at night I slogged through 
everything word-by-word with my _  Portuguese-English 
dictionary. It worked, and pretty soon I could keep up fairly 
well. 


About one month in, I got my first essay assignment on the 
topic of “Violence.” In my mind, I circled that walled city with 
my grappling hook for days and finally decided on the title, 
“Violence in the Catholic Church.” I only used two sources: the 
Bible and Lives of the Saints — so they couldn’t argue with any 
of my observations. I just told them their own stories back to 
them, from their own books, from Moses to Joan of Arc. 


When Sister Rita returned them graded, she held mine back 
and handed it to me later, frowning and commenting on my 
pride, when I asked her for it. I saw I had gotten a B+, which I 
found thrilling. But there was a note on the bottom from the 
nun that read — "You are like your country. She is all- 
powerful.” She meant to chastise me, but I recognized the 
power in my method, and that is why I use the Church's own 
stained glass windows in my images today. 


Obs: I think the next exchange student was sent to a public 
school. 
How did you get started as a photographer? 


I’ve always been a fan of lenses, microscopes, telescopes, 
cameras, even magnifying glasses, anything that would 
allow me to see reality in a different or unusual way. 


Serious photography began in my adulthood when the 
memories of my long-term abuse flooded in. A part of me had 
been walled off, like a partition on a hard drive. It had 
shielded the rest of me by absorbing, alone, those experiences 
and memories. When I realized I had done this, my first 
reaction was horror. I felt shame and desperate guilt that I 
could ever have forced a beautiful and beloved part of myself 
to be shut off in the interest of self-preservation. But I did. It 
felt like a deep cruelty had been done and I needed to 
apologize to her, honor her, and release her from her exile. 
Moreover, I needed to remember, to know my own story, and 
she needed to speak. When she did. it was through poetry 
and, then, through a long series of photographic self-portraits. 
In those self-portraits, she was the "Blue Woman." I created 
the series using a combination of blue light and black light (or 
"black and blue light," as I call it). 
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Your photography was a vehicle for healing, self- 
portraiture as a kind of therapy? 


What began like a bomb going off inside my mind became a 
quest for self-knowledge. And what I saw in those first images 


was not the reckoning I had dreaded, but rather, only a 
beautiful victory, and a joyful reunion. As my husband, Stu, is 
fond of saying, “They are the only self-portraits I’ve ever seen 
where the artist and the subject are different people.” 


So what happened to "Blue Woman?" Was her "treatment" 
successful? 


The early images of her are hazy, fuzzy, and unfocused, she 
hides behind sunglasses and peeks from behind curtains. The 
more I shot, the more she emerged until she and I fully joined 
forces again and are here before you now in this portfolio with 
our, or rather my, message. 


Those first fuzzy images were technically flawed photographs, 
but they changed my life and gave me the power of new sight, 
and the tools to erect a beautiful structure out of the rubble of 
my inner earthquake. I directed my inner compass and my 
lens to the love and beauty I had felt freely in nature and have 
looked for truth there ever since. 


Teachers, mentors, influences who made a difference? 


I am mostly self-taught but have a very good photography 
mentor and friend named Henry Rowan, Executive Director of 
the Pennsylvania Center for Photography. He gives me 
excellent technical guidance and insight into how to get even 
more punch out of a concept with the strange-colored lighting 
that fascinates me. Like myself, Henry is also a writer, and we 
enjoy each other’s creative work very much. Also, two 
friends, Susan Biebuyck of Studio B Gallery in Boyertown, 
Pennsylvania, and a local artist, Jillian Prout, encouraged my 
art during the darkest time of my life. 


How did you decide photography was for you? A first 
“keeper” photo maybe? 


I remember my first respectable photo. I was driving the dirt 
roads of the Brazilian backcountry with some friends years ago, 


and saw what seemed an unusually beautiful landscape with 
perfect lighting and pulled over so I could shoot the scene. 
When I came home, I decided to enter the photo in a local 
contest for the first time and won best in show. 


I love photography because it is art with a scientific instrument 
that uses only light waves and is capable of revealing images so 
deeply embedded in the laws of physics that they cannot be 
observed by the naked eye. It doesn’t get better than that for me. 
It feels close to my source, and has since I first held a camera. 


This series is political, confrontational. If there are two 
sides, "us" and "them," what message should “they” 
receive from it? 


If you are not for equality for literally everyone, you are for 
inequality. That is the dividing line. Equality does not exist on 
a continuum. Natural rights are immutable. If I need someone 
to grant them to me, that means they were stolen from me in 
the first place. 


There's much more to your work than protest. What 
other threads tie in? 


I’m a feminist and an egalitarian, and these core values show 
in what I do. Not all of my work is social commentary, 
however. Most, in fact, is not, although I always strive to take a 
deeper dive than pure esthetics. I like the big stuff, I like 
intensity, and I like to challenge perceptions of reality. 
Cosmology, relativity, and gravity waves set my imagination on 
fire, as do the underlying concepts of quantum physics. I’m 
terrible at math, so I try and understand the natural world by 
looking for common universal systems. As a pilot wave theory 
enthusiast, I once made a fun bet that I could find and 
photograph any phenomenon in the cosmos being replicated in 
the flowing water of a creek. Light bending around objects, 
orbiting, lensing, and distorting—I’m there. The bet is an ongoing 


project, and it’s an interesting one because the medium 
becomes the subject of interest and not necessarily the solid 
objects within it — and there’s beer at the end of it, win or lose. 


The recent detection, using the James Webb telescope, of curvy 
gravitational waves thrilled me. A wave is a wave and they all 
need to travel through a medium. If there are waves and a 
medium, there must be lensing and distortion. We have all 
seen these phenomena in liquid and wavy mirrors, then, lo 
and behold, James Webb delivered it to our eyes, the same 
waveforms are present in the earliest moments of the 
universe. (CA-CHING! Almost beer time!) 


‘at, me ~~ 
I also have a love affair with reflections of all varieties. I think 
the fact that the universe reflects anything at all is pretty 
amazing, a very cool adaptation for sure. I lean heavily on 
reflection not only with self-portraits but also with my more 
abstract recent work. 


The creativity is strong with you! Where do good ideas come 
from? Is it planning? Serendipity? Coffee? Tequila? Other? 


OTHER! 


I really enjoy solitude when I’m working, and, unless I’m 
shooting with Led Zeppelin, I want complete silence. So I work 
during the night when everyone else is sleeping, and I don’t 
take nights off. I live on a colonial-era Pennsylvania farm with 
a studio next to my house and plenty of outside space with old 
outbuildings and water sources. This environment provides 
me with all the creative possibilities, freedom, and privacy I 
need to do any project I want, day or night. 


My ideas flow one from another in what I consider to be a 
logical progression. I generally try and go deeper into a 
concept, rather than broader, until I’ve explored it to 
exhaustion. When looking for the female form in nature, for 
example, I started with my own shadows on the ground and 
ended with recreating the double slit experiment on my 
kitchen wall, next to a picture of Marilyn Monroe, where I saw 
that they matched. 


All experimental photographers have had images that just 
wouldn't gel. What becomes of your editorial rejects? 


I consider those images to be puzzle pieces to be used later, 
akin to the wonderful pile of scrap wood in the barn. 


Is there another photographer who inspires you? With 
whom you have an affinity? 


I am always touched by anything by Francesca Woodman. She 
gave so much of herself to us in every single image. She was 
raw and fearless. She let us in, and stood naked before us, 
even when fully clothed. Her work is haunting. 


The stereotype of artists often includes "messy" and 
its synonyms. Is that you? 


Stu once described me as having a higher tolerance for 
entropy than anyone he’d ever met, which is a lovely way to 
describe my innately disorganized—or bizarrely organized — 


mind. Neatly arranged spaces make me feel uncomfortable 
and confined, and I bristle at rules, but I am also creatively 
methodical. Ideas, by definition, leap to a vision of the end 
result. With that vision in mind, I work backward, learning 
each new technique required, step by step, to pull off the shot. 
I create the space, lighting, and effect I want or travel to a 
place that will deliver it. 


How has your work changed over time? 


My work has become bolder as I have moved through the 
events of my life, as well as technically better. I feel like I 
followed the Blue Woman out of the shadows and am now 
clear-eyed in my message and confident in my delivery. 


Is there a memorable piece of editorial advice you've 
received that you can share? 


Good creative advice transcends artforms. One of the best 
pieces of photography advice I ever got was watching Wynton 
Marsalis give a jazz masterclass to a group of music students. 
He told them: “If you want to make a note stand out, put 
silence around it.” That stuck with me like pure gold. 


Artists are often insightful critics and curators. What do 
you look for in new work you encounter? 


I like images that deliver intensity, a punch, something fearless 
that will shake me or lead me into a secret place. 


Some photographers are going back to the future. Are 
you analog or digital or both? If both, do you havea 
preference? 


I am a digital photographer for sure, I love the freedom and 
the fun equipment that comes along. The analog pieces of 
this series, the childhood and teenage photographs of myself, 


provide an interesting juxtaposition, I think. The vintage look 
and film colors help portray the lifetime nature of the story. 


I play around with cyanotype, a natural fit for my Blue 
Woman series, as well as gum bichromate. I enjoy the 
chemistry and the hands-on creation of an image, seeing it 
emerge layer by layer. I have only printed on paper, using 
vellum, Arches watercolor papers, and my _ favorite, 
Hahnemuhle Platinum Rag. It’s a fun process, but I’m still a 
rookie. 


Who gets to see your new work first? Do you have a 
trusted editor whose advice is reliable? 


Stu sees everything I do first. 


Your personal history is full of ups and downs. Is there a 
high point? 


The most intellectually stimulating and deliriously fun job I’ve 
ever had is also the one that deeply refined my thinking and 
sense of ethics and morality: being a mother. No real second 
place, that one is way out ahead. 


How about a tour of your gear? 


I shoot with a Pentax K1 Mark II. I like it for its astrophotography 
features and ruggedized body. I enjoy being outside in the 
woods traipsing up and down streams, and it’s important for 
me to have gear that doesn’t mind a bit of knocking around. In 
the studio, I use Paul Buff Einstein flashes with various light 
modifiers, often with colored gels, and I will occasionally use a 
365nm UV flood light or strips of diodes. I recently picked up a 
fun little Olympus Tough camera for underwater shooting, 
(I’ve got to win that bet!) For post-production, I rely solely on 
Photoshop. 


Is there a place you dream of going? An image you 
dream of making? 


When I was a teenager, I once lugged a telescope to Brazil as 
my carry-on to see Halley’s Comet, and I did! It’s going to come 
around again in 2061 and I made every one of my kids swear 
oaths to push me up to the top of a hill so I can see it again and 
photograph it this time. I’ve got plenty of time to practice my 
astrophotography skills. 


What's in the near future? A new project? A show? 


I always have photography projects underway, and now that 
I’ve decided to begin showing my work, hopefully, it will turn 
up in quite a few places. ’m currently winding up an 
underwater series I’ve been working on throughout the spring 
and summer months that highlights the female form and 
brings together a lot of the concepts I work with. 


Follow Mary Salen at: 
www.groovyeyeart.com 
https://www.instagram.com/groovyeyeart/ 
https://twitter.com/groovyeyeart 
www.facebook.com/Groovy-Eye-Art-101433456057109 
https://www.pinterest.com/groovyeyeart/ 
https://www.tiktok.com/@groovyeyeart 
https://t.snapchat.com/bOiy2107 


Inquiries: marysalen at gmail dot com 


Dek Unu in Print 


Dek UnuMagazine si! 


MagCloud 


Visit www.magcloud.com to buy this issue of 
Dek Unu Magazine in paperback — full color, 
38 pages, perfect-bound. Please click here. 


Sales support the artists and non-profit 
Dek Unu Magazine 


Dek Unu Magazine, a division of Dek Unu Arts, publishes and promotes fine art photography as a not-for-profit entity located 
at 1618 San Silvestro Drive, Venice, Florida, United States of America. Dek Unu Magazine, ©2018 - 2022 Dek Unu Arts, all 
rights reserved. Unless noted copyrights for included images are owned by the artists and used by permission. 


Dek Unu Magazine publishes eleven monthly editions online at https://www.dekunumag.com and in print on demand through 
Magcloud, a division of Blurb, Inc. Please see guidelines for submissions at https://www.dekunumag.com/submit and direct 
questions regarding the publication process to dekunumag@gmail.com. Other correspondence: dekunuarts@gmail.com. 
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